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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound. with a touch that scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy Monrtacue. 


‘* Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. They supply information as to the person and habits, 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”,-—Croxer’s New Wuic Guipe. 
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Considerable sensation has been excited by a sentence of 


transportation for seven years having been passed upon some 
unfortunate persons who had joined oue of the Trades Unions, 
and who, as members of the body, had taken certain oaths, (or 
assisted in the administration of them to others,) which subjects 
them according to law to the heavy penalty that has been in- 
Hicted. We shall say nothing now of the admirabie justice of 
that system which allows a man no means of becoming ac- 
quainted with a law till he finds it put in force against him ,; 
for it has long been a characteristic of some Parliamentary 
enactments, that a knowledge of having offended against them 
is only obtained at the same time as the punishment. We do 
not either think it judicious to make any observations on the 


principle of Trades’ Unions, but we must confess that if they 
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are formed (as it is alleged) for the purpose of oppression and 
tyranny, there are other combinations which most decidedly 
tend to these results, and which onght to be dealt with accord- 


ingly. 
of combination to which we allude, and in fact we do not hesi- 


Our caricature above expresses rather plainly the kind 


tate to say that we mean to point attention to the Carlton 
Trades’ Union, commonly known by the name of the Conserva- 
tive. Of all trades, that of politics is the most dishonest, and 
a combination of Tories to keep up the value of their stock in 
trade, should be treated as a far more dangerous combination 
than that of a few simple mechanics who merely strike for their 
rages, which they may with great propriety term the rights of 
industry. But the parties in the political combination to which 
we allude are altogether men of different character, and with 
different objects ; their aim is, not to protect themselves, but to 
plunder others ; their view, not to get paid an honestly remane- 
rating price for their labours, but to clutch an enormous reve- 
nue for their idleness. We allude in fact to the Tory clique. 
who, in the last gasp of their existence, and at the verge of total 
extermination, formed themselves into a club calling itself the 
Conservative, and having for its purpose the preservation o! 
things as they are, in preference to things as they onght to be. 
These fellows, if they donot go through mystic ceremonies, noi 
bind themselves by oaths, are as strictly united by that under- 
standing which prevails under the false title of “‘ honour among 
thieves,” to stand firmly by one another in their capacity o! 
public plunderers, as ever were the members of the Trades’ 
Union associated with the views we have before alluded to. 
Our artist has ably delineated a scene representing a council of 


these united plunderers, and they are seen going through the 
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54 
inaugural ceremonies of admitting a member to participate in 
their unholy league against the pockets of the community. We 
cannot but urge that if men are transported wholesale for 
ignorantly doing an offence against law, under an impression 
that they were merely taking measures to preserve themselves 
from tyranny, we can, we repeat, only say that if such be the 
penalty with which these poor creatures are visited, the Carlton 
Club should be compelled to adjourn to the hulks, with a pros- 
The sub- 


ject is a serious one, and we are glad to see will be taken up in 


pect of re-union at Botany Bay as soon as possible. 


Parliament. 

There is, however, one chance for the Tory Unionists which 
is likely to exculpate them from the danger of a charge for 
taking illegal oaths, since it is well known that if they were to 
swear, protest, vow, and promise in the strongest and most 
solemn language it is possible to use, they would be just about 
the same as if they had taken no oath at all, as far as concerns 
the doing of what they may have undertaken. A ‘Tory oath 
may give rise to a case of perjury, but for it to be treated as a 
circumstance productive of the slightest alarm, is utterly in- 
compatible with their characters. We shall leave them for 
the present, but we trust that the gout for examining into 
Unions will extend to the great and mischievons, as well as to 


the humble and innocent. 
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INTERPRETER. 





One for his Nob. 

The defendant deelared that his wife was the most violent of women, 
and he produced a poker which he said she bent with a blow which was 
aimed at his head, but struck against the table. The momeut the 
poker was exhibited, there was a roar of laughter in the Justice-room, 
for it was actually doubled up so effectually that the nob and the bottom 
touched each other. 

Defendant—My Lord, this is always the 
takes it into her head to smash my furniture. 

The Lord Mayor—Why what can you expect when you stay out such 
unseasonable hours? how, in the name of heaven, can you expect that a 
woman can patiently bear such neglect ? 


We are not among those few but determined maniacs who 
look for wisdom in a lord mayor, and we are reasonable enough 
to allow to such a character a most extended license for the 
exercise of the most complicated buffoonery. We however do 
cousider it our duty to be ready with a light tap from our criti- 
cal rattan, when the idiotcy of that animal who happens to fill 
the civic throne, shall be found leading him into the commission 
of the acts of arufhan. We can overlook the mere lunatic, 
but the savage demands a little wholesome chastisement. It 
so happens that for some long time Farebrother has been let 
alone by us, for he is, happily for himself, half swamped in an 
ocean of insignificance, but in the paragraph prefixed to these 
remarks, he figures in the united characters of an egregious 
dolt, as well as a barbarian. A poker is presented bent double 
as an instrument of assault, the duplication of the instrument 
being alleged as a proof of violence, when the Lord Mayor 
coolly declares ‘‘ such a thing is to be expected by any person 


way with her. She often 
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who keeps late hours.” Now we are at all times advocates for 
early retirement to rest, but we cannet go the whole length of 
Farebrother’s argument, and assert that a man may expect to 
have a poker folded on his skull if he chance to be a little late 


in arriving at his domicile. Such is the savage tendency of 
civic logic, and such a barbarous principle we must really de- 
cline to recognise. 


Danger of Arms. 


A discussion arose the other night in the House of Commons 
on the danger of arms being put into people’s hands. What 
use could be made of hands without arms we do not exactly 

see; we shall be hearing next of the danger of putting legs 
upon the people’s feet: though we know well enough that legs 
without fee¢é would be almost as worthless as many of the honour- 
able members themselves, who every one knows are calves 
without understandings. 


Libel on Royalty. 


We have perceived, with unfeigned sorrow, a passage, in 
many of the most respectable papers, throwing a slur upon the 
character of our beloved William, which, we trust, has arisen 
from an error in the press, and is neither founded in truth, nor, 
we trust, has been dictated by malice. Ina report of a late 
public dinner , we find it asserted that “* His Majesty was drunk,” 
and not only was he drunk, but “ with great applause.” Heaven 
forefend that his Majesty ‘should have been really in the state 
described, but more particularly do we hope that none were 
found brutal enough to triumph by means of “ great applause ” 
over a justly beloved monarch in an unfortunate situation. We 
are sorry to add that the following jeu d’esprit, which we have 
heard, gives a colouring of truth to the affirmation. — It is said 
that his Majesty, on recovering, observed, in nautical language 
adverting to the melancholy dilemma, that “he couldn’t well 
have been brought to till he had retched the port. 


Judicial Jeu d’Esprit. 


The best pun we have heard of the late Lancaster Assizes, was one 
perpetrated by Mr. Brand. Ina case against a man, M‘Ewen, who was 
convicted some time ago for being actively engaged in the riols at Wigan; 
a witness who happened to be a Freemason, stated the prisoner was 
Tiler to the Freemason’s Lodge in that town. ‘ What Tuler is the pri- 
soner, eh ?”’ asked the learned counscl. The pungency of the pun, of 
course, produced a burst of laughter, in which Mr. Baron Vaughan 
heartily joined,”’—Courier. 


The editor of the Courier is, indeed, to be pitied, if he is in 
the habit of having inflicted upon him puns inferior to the one 
above recorded, as we presume he is, by his giving it as the 
best he has for some time heard. Whatever may be the quality 
of the pun, it may be found in the farce of Teddy the Tiler, 
proving, at least, that the witticisms of Mr. Brand are any 
thing but Grand new. ‘The bit of waggery excited a burst of 
laughter in the conrt, in which Mr. Baron Vaughan heartily 
joined. If this be true we must, with all due deference to that 
learned individual, protest that we think him vot by any means 
qualified for a judge—of puns, however well adapted he may 
be to the more serious business of passing sentence on a cri- 
minal, 


Axing about, and finding out. 


‘While Mr, Jos. Macpherson, at Calderbracklick, was opening a 
drain a few days ago, he discovered a bronze axe, on the centreof which 
was the likeness of a heart. This relic of antiquity was handed te 
Captain Shaw, in whose hands it now is.”’—=Inverness Journal. 

Shaw must be tolerably patient to have had the axe 


Captain 
If he has sucha propensity for 


all this time in his hands. 





holding axes in his hands, he had better at once add one to his 
arms, which would save him a vast deal of unnecessary trouble, 
We suppose this identical awe has come to light aceident-(ic) 
ally. 


GLOUCESTERIANA, No. 71. 


His most facetions Royal Highness has been labouring under 
a severe attack of dulness for some time past, and Higgins has 
waited on his master with the fidelity of a Newfoundland. 
Sunday last the Duke however began to show striking symptoms 
of a recovery of his faculties, and made one or two jokes of a 
rather elevated character. Higgins who swallowed them all 
with rabid gout, congratulated his master on the sensible im- 
provement of his wits, when Gloucester happily remembered 
the fact of its being Palm Sunday, “ That,” he cried, with an 
gasp, ‘‘ that is the reason why I palm off my jokes 
Higgins ambled round the Duke who swooned with 


ecstatic 
upon you. 


the exertion attendant on the above facetia. 


BREVITIES. 





‘* Brevity is the soul of wit.’’—Shakspeare, 





Zack of Specie. 


The Ministry of Spain is standing still for a lack of assets, 
so that in vulgar terms it may be said to be stopped for want 
of the Spanish. 


Worse and Worse. 


Peel has turned fearfully witty of late, in accordance with 
the spirit of innovation now abroad, of which the ex-sec.’s 


having said @ good thing is a most remarkable evidence. 


Hearing that a friend had lately married an Indian lady, he 
declared that he was sorry to hear it, for the gentleman must 
be Indi-sposed to a certainty. 


A Lack a Day. 


‘‘T understand,” said Sir Francis Burdett, to his bosom friend, 
Croker, “ that our friend is extremely rich, and has inuu- 
merable lacks of rupees in the East.” Croker, 
makes a joke, though he is out of office, declared, that “it was 
quite absurd to say the man could be rich, for if he has a lack 





who sometimes 


of rupees how the deuce can the thing be possible !” 


On the Danger of Gloucester's wit. 


Sure he’s enough to make us die of langhter, 
When with his jokes he gives so little quarter : 

take care what he is after, 

For if we split our sides, 


I’d have him though, 
‘twill be man’s-laughter. 


Rather Ungallant. 


At oue of the Duke of Sussex’s late conversazione, a lady | 
company, and was receiving general encomiums, when the 
witty Gloucester paid her a somewhat doubtful compliment, 
by saying she was indeed a delicious screecher ! 
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A sharp look out. 


Our esteemed friend Twiss on being informed of Michael 
Boai’s fame arising from his airs on his chin, enquired with his 
customary simplicity, what would become of the artist, if any 
one were found sufficiently barberous to shave him. 


THEATRICALS. 





This being Easter week, public attention has been much 
directed towards the theatres in general, for at this festive 
season, the lowest of the low throng in noisy troops to the play, 
where they are welcomed under the courteous title of holiday 
visitors. However, we are thoroughly conscious of the grand 
fact, that cash is cash, no matter whence it may come, and if 
Beelzebub himself were to present himself at the gallery door 
with twelve-pence, we see no reason why the Prinee of Dark- 
ness should not be admitted among the audience. Astley’s 
opened as usual with the whole of the dog’s meat, and five 
shilling’s worth of red fire, aided by the extra attractions of 
that lump of human flesh, which having been moulded into the 
form ot man, has been christened by the name of Cartlitch, 
the gentleman, whose lungs have long been the mysterious 
ido] of Lambeth adoration. The set-out commenced its season 
with a squib upon the ex-premier, called The Wars of Wel- 


| lington, and in order to render the thing as severe as possible, 


an old man named Palmer, was dug out of Sadler’s Wells, on 


| which theatre he had been engrafted for many years, and who 


was torn out of his native soil to be at once a libel on, and the 
representative of, the Hero of Waterloo. Of the piece we 
shall say nothing, it was one of Amherst’s, and the immortal 
J. H. has long been known as the father of bread and cheese 
literature, as well as the founder of the clap-trap aud rum and 
water school of dramatic composition. ‘The theatre was of 
course crammed with Bacchanals, and a greasy collection of 
gin-swamped riff-raff rewarded the talented exertions of Du- 
crow and his company. 

At Drury Lane, Bunn dosed the holiday folks with some 
trash called Anster Fair, but at Covent Garden he showed 
more mercy to the public, for he brought out no novelty. 
Pocock is the anthor of the new piece at Drury, and we cannot 
help thinking that he, (Pocock,) bas brought himself under 
the third section of the fifty-fourth chapter of the third of 
George the fourth, which humanely provides a remedy to ensure 
the mitigation of a]l public nuisances. The thing is not likely 
to be played very often, so that the mischief may be said to be 
trivial. At Covent Garden Herold’s Pre Aux Clercs has been 
brought out under the title of Zhe Challenge, aud to do Bann 
justice, we may say, that we were unquesti ably much pleased 
with the opera, The music isa great deal in Auber’s style, a 
school which we are glad to find is gaining rapid ground in 
favour, and is fast smashing beyond hope of redemption that 


_ most odious rubbish which in antiquated phraseology warthy ot 


the subject, goes by the name of good old English harmony. 
It is all very fine to talk of native talent, and a little gammon 
ou its abuse makes a lovely paragraph in the new spapers. But 


_ we hate twaddle of every description, and if imbecility of native 
had been exerting her vocal powers for the amusemement of the | 


‘ 
' 


growth comes before us, we are at once ready with a sigh from 
our bosom, and a blow from our tomahawk. We do not spare 
it because it is native, but probably belabour it with more zeal, 
inasmuch as it not only offends us by its existence, but annoys us 

also by its claiming to be of the same country. We do not be lieve 
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there are six composers in England who are worthy of doing 
more than the composition of a jig or a ballad, and it is for this 
reason that we (who delight in music) hail the importation of 
any new triumph of talent in this line from the continent, 

The minors, we are happy to see, ure making great exertions, 
but there is little novelty at any one of them. The Surrey has 
only got a few worn out pieces from the Adelphi, and as to 
the Victoria we cannot help sincerely lamenting that a concern 
with such prospects as it lately had, should be sending 
itself so ignobly and so effectually to the dogs, as it is doing 
by its present dismal system of management. It seems rapidly 
retrograding to its former condition, aud two new melodramas 
in its bills of the week, bring the Cobourg days most forcibly 
back upon our memory. Blood, bones, blue fire, bluster, and 
blackguardism, were the éferant components that in the days 
of yore made up the aggregate of a Cobourg piece, and it is a 
most lamentable fact that such is the material that is being 
now presented at a theatre, lately made illustrious by Knowles’s 
genius. Where is Mr. Serle’s new piece that was spoken of as 
au Easter novelty. Messrs. Abbott and Egerton might by 
spirit have made a fortune at the house, but the style of thing 
they are now at is really sufficient to hold out lamentable visions 
of Bench dishonour, defeat and ultimate bankruptey. Heaven 
forfend that such may ever be the case, for we could not with- 
cut emotion, see the veteran flower of the stage, (Egerton, 
surnamed the poppy) hurried in the evening of his life to an 
untimely guod, and the leaves of this veteran plant (to con- 
tinue our poetical rhapsody,) crumbling up beneath the blasting 
influence of a docquet, or withering under the simoom of a com- 
mission of bankruptcy. If the joint lessees will only flare up, 
this horrible doom may be averted, and Egerton may still shoot 
forth a fresh blossom of talent to lull his declining years, and 
send his audiences sleeping. 

The Fitzroy fairy opera is, according to the whole press, the 
greatest hit ever made, and we are glad to find that it is so, 
tor the outlay has been such as would have startled all prior 
lessees of the sume theatre. The speculation is a bold and an 
immensely successful one. Of the piece we have nothing to 
say, of the getting up we cannot say too much, and the assiduity 
of Mitchell will ensure him a niche in Westminster Abbey, 
when the rulers of that pile assign a corner for the monuments 
of stage-managers. ‘The acting is immense, though the per- 
formers are very little. Miss Pettifer from Vestris’s, plays 
Oberon with excessive good taste, and considerably more 
judgment than often evinced by persons old enough 
to be her great great grandmother. Miss E. Chaplin as 
Titania, Miss Angelina, and Miss Holmes, all deliver their 
dialogue with more point than older actors might have imparted 
te it, while Mademoiselle Marie, as the Lord Chief Justice of 
Fairy Land, speaks as sententiously as Green Park, looks as 
fierce as Bolland, and dances as well or better than the late 
Sir Christopher Hatton. Miss Chaplin, who played Phaeton 
with such unbounded success, has taken another terrific leap 
in public estimation by her impersonation of Puck,in which she 
displays symmetrical legs and great ability. She always under- 
stands her author’s me anuing, and is in every respect t able to give 
it the best effect of which it may be capable. The success of 
the piece with such aid was of course triumphant, and the run 
must be terrific beyond all precedent. We think that in eriti- 
cisms less justice than is due to them is often dove to those 
whose exertions contribute so much to the splendour of a piece, 
but whose names are not often put prominent. The Frolics of 
the Fairies is immensely indebted to the talents of the painters, 
machinists, property men, and dress makers. We therefore 

think it right to allude to the excellence, in their various 
departments, of Messrs. Findley and Young, the scene painters 


is 


Printed by W. Molineux, 13 
PUBLISHED BY wW, 





| 










STRANGE, 


Rolls Buildings, Fetter Lane. 

































FIGARO IN LONDON. 


of the Fitzroy, Mr. Ray, the carpenter, Mr. Buckley, the very 
ingenious maker of the properties, and Mrs. Balding, who 
superintends the making of the dresses. ‘These are the parties 
whose exertions have contributed to produce that blaze of splen- 
dour which is attracting every one to the Fitzroy theatre. 
There was a slight disturbance after the performances on 
Monday night at the Fitzroy, owing to one QOllier, the ex- 
acting manager (exacting in more senses than one) having 
thought proper to pocket part of the receipts of the house, 
and declining to offer any account of them. This cool pro- 
ceeding of course produced a flare-up of honest indignation in 
the breasts of the assembled company, who did not precisely 
see the justice of one of the servants of the house keeping 
back upwards of 102. (nearly one ninth of the whole nights 
proceeds), and passing it into the hands of parties who had no 
more claim to the specie than Mr. Horace Twiss has to the 
throne of Englaed. Ollier’s friends, the penny-a-liners, who 
have probably had a blow-out of rum and cheese onthe strength 
of the preservation of their chum, got stupidly drunk over the 
report, and wound up with a most pathetic lie, declaring Ollier 
‘would have been murdered but fora friend’s interference.” 
The idea of taking the trouble to murder Ollier is too rich to 
be entertained : but the actors, who were all present, have 
smashed the gammon of the poor fuddled reporters by a letter 
to the several editors of the newspapers which gave currency 
to their drunken insinuations. Poor Ollier, in a fit of extreme 
consequence, in fact in the very last stage of a severe attack 
of dignity, called himself sole manager of the Fitzroy. The 
jusane misrepresentation has of course received a most sum- 
mary smash from the landlord of the premises, and the whole 
company of performers, who declare in most clear language, 
the real managers, so that Ollier’s bit of bluster at Marylebone 
has been aamaned by attention from no one but Shutt, the 
magistrate, who not knowing what to do, coolly made a virtue 
of his ignorance and did nothing. ‘The public ought really not 
to be bothered about these things, but as we knew the circum- 
stances we were unwilling to let any one entertain a wrovg opi- 
If Ollier be sole man: iger of the Fitzroy 
since he con- 


nion on this matter. 
he is a more clever fellow than we took him for, 


trives to do the business without entering the premises, and in- 
deed if he wants the respect from those concerned his absence 
is the best way of securing it. 

Signor Paganini, we are told, has lately taken the motto of 
toujours fidele ; his fruitless attempt to raise the prices at the 
Opera, proves that he does sometimes make too sure of his 


fiddle. 


NOW READY, BRICE ONE SHILLING, 
The Revolt of the Workhouse, 
By G. A. a’Beckett. Also just published, price one shilling 
THE SON OF THE SUN, 
or, The Fate of Pha’tun, 
$y the author of the Revolt of the Workhouse. Also just published, price one shilling 
THE KING INCOG., 


By the author of The Son of the Sun, &e And also is now ready, price one shilling, 
the celebrated farce already played upwards of SIXTY SUC CESSIVE NIGHTS called 


THE WANDERING MINSTREL, 


BY HENRY MAYHEW. 


These pieces are all now performing at the Royal Fitzroy Theatre, and are published 
by James Miller, 14, Henrietta Street, Covent Garden, agent to the Dramatic Authors* 


Society 
They are all comprised in Miller’s Edition of the Modern Acting 


be had by order of any Bookseller. 
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